>Time after time, one after another.
>Lisa has seen all her older sisters do something most people would consider twisted and revolting.
>Lana was just the last one, a few months ago.
>Why?
>All of them had many possible suitors, so why him? Why their own blood?
>Her often regarded as a privileged brain couldn’t find an answer, at least not one satisfactory.
>But Lisa wasn’t the kind of person to ask questions, but to solve them.
>It was impossible for her to understand it just making speculations about it.
>The same thing repeated each time.
>One of them would announce the family she’s pregnant, but they “wouldn’t know” who the father is.
>An open secret to all the family, just to keep face against the outsiders.
>The same excuse: “They wouldn’t understand”.
>Lisa didn’t either.
>All the visits to her during gestation to verify the baby was healthy, to assure nothing wrong was going to happen.
>If they knew the risks, why they kept falling for it?
>”I don’t understand it.” Lisa kept repeating to herself.
>She truly couldn’t comprehend it. the risks were not only for the future life brewing inside them, what they were doing was prohibited by law.
>Lincoln tried to be part of the life of every single one of them. He was a good father to them, despite being so young when Lori and him had the first one, but that wasn’t reason enough.
>Lisa had to know. She needed to know what kept driving her sisters to commit the act of incest until it’s  last consequences, because despite her denying it, often referring to them as “test subjects”, she cared about her family, and everything was hanging by a single thread.
>They justified their actions, bringing those kids to the world behind “love”, but that was nonsense in her eyes.
>Although it was well documented in history how feelings made people cross the thin line of morality countless times in the past.
>What could she do? She loved her brother, yes, just not in that way.
>But how many times has she heard those words before? “Not in that way...” and they kept falling in his arms.
>Those babies were the proof of their love, of how far they were willing to go to prove it, to be by his side.
>Was it worth the pain? Was worth having to shelter from the rest of the world to avoid their accusing looks because even knowing it was wrong, they did it?
>It was only a baby after all...almost every woman was biologically designed to bear a new life inside her, but…
>Lisa has tried to create life from nothing, but each time she tried to create a human life, the experiment failed, as she couldn’t replicate the exact conditions of a human womb.
>Creating life...she couldn’t give lessons in morality to her sisters after all.
>When everything failed, she decided to walk the road her sisters did before her, questioning if it was worth.
>”Knowledge is built in sacrifice”.
>A pious lie to herself? She has seen the consequences before, she knew what doing it would mean...Yet she was more than disposed to do it.
>”What if after all, it was really a mistake? But if it’s a mistake, why the others did it anyway?
>Questions, questions, questions...she needed answers.
>She only needed one call to have to convince Lincoln to see her, but how did...the intercourse happen?
>”Hey brother, let’s break the social taboo and copulate...” yeah, things don’t work that way.
>It couldn’t be that difficult, Leni managed to do it after all.
>Lisa grabbed the phone and thus, the experiment began.


>Lisa was sitting on her bed. The previous night was blurry in her head.
>Lincoln arrived an hour after her call.
>He was surprised of the always secluded Lisa being the one contacting him, the family knew little about her life and in the “visits”, she refused to tell anything about it. “The baby is more important than that” she always answered.
>He took her out, to a pretty decent restaurant.
>”We barely see you, let me have this detail with you.”
>How considerate.
>She remembered bits of the conversation, but the most important ones where when she asked about the sisters...and her children.
>”They’re right. Healthy, cheerful...most of them. Lupa follows her mother’s steps. It reminds me of when we were kids...it’s weird how everything has changed, yet looks the same...”
>Weird indeed.
> At that moment she had a few more drinks than her body was able to withstand. She knew alcohol uninhibited people, and she was going to need it, because her rational self didn’t allow her to take the step.
>What she wanted to propose to her own brother wasn’t usual, or it was for him?
>As the night went on, she remembered more parts, especially when she asked a simple question.
>”Why?”
>She was unable to remember Lincoln’s answer, but it was something corny. And proceeded to say more stories about his big family. He seemed happy about it.
>He drove her back home, and that’s when she jumped on him.
>He fought against it, she was too drunk, it wasn’t like her self. But what took him down was something as simple as “You did it with the others, why not with me?”
>She wondered how many of her sisters used that as an excuse before.
>The rest of the night was pleasant...and exhaustive.
>Looking over her shoulder, she saw Lincoln still sleeping. She smiled at the sight, but this wasn’t how it was meant to be.
>She gently woke him up only to inform him that he had to go.
>A confused Lincoln tried to question it, but she kept insisting for him to leave her house.
>Before going, Lincoln begged for her to call him if “something else” happened. 
>But as he started the engine of his car,  she had her objectives clear.
>I won’t put another burden on your shoulders, brother. This is my experiment….

>The first month went on peacefully. The tests proved the first step was a success, she was pregnant, but still, she couldn’t see why the other sisters did it. She needed more data, the “experiment” should go on.
>She had the help of her friend Darcy, whom despite wanting to know how Lisa, the always secluded genius, was going to have a baby and who was the “lucky” guy, always was met by a negative by the genius.
>Lisa had everything settled
>But plans not always go as one wants.
>Not having news of her prompted Lincoln to call her for days, and every single time, she didn’t answer.
>Every day of every week of every month, at least one call per day...He was insistent.
>The reason she did this, was selfish, an experiment to understand what joys can bring doing that act with her own brother, and why all of them put their careers, their dreams on the line to bear his children.
>And so far, the results were negative.
>Intense pain, sickness, vomits, cravings, difficulties moving.
>It was not worth.
>The pregnancy was reaching the end of its eighth month. The baby soon would be due...and still no real answer.
>The experiment, the main objective of it was a failure. She was doing the best to keep it a secret from Lincoln, wondering what to do once the baby was born.
>Taking care of her? The family would discover her more sooner than later.
>Giving her in adoption? That would be unfair to the kid and to Lincoln.
>Maybe…
>A wet sound acted as a warning of the intense pain seconds later traveled her whole body.
>”Not...possible...”
>The baby wanted to see the light before the day Lisa’s calculations concluded.
>She rested on her desk chair and reached for her phone. Unable to move, she needed help.
>She tried to call her best friend Darcy, but there was no answer. She also tried to call Lori with the same result.
>The next one in the list of people she could trust about this, was the one she’s been trying to avoid for months, but the contractions were too intense, and the pain made her reconsider her first decision. She wasn’t able to doing it alone.
>”Lisa! Finally! You’ve-”
>”Lincoln it’s an emergency! Come to my house immediately!”
>”What’s going on!?”
>”NOW!”
>Lincoln hung up. Much to Lisa’s luck, he was around the place at the moment, so it didn’t take him long to reach Lisa’s house.
>”Lisa! Where are you!?” yelled Lincoln, yet he could tell by the noise she was in her study. When Lincoln entered there, he saw what he expected, what he somewhat feared was happening.
>The sight of his sister, sitting on her desk chair, her red face with a grimace of pain, shedding a few tears. The damp stain on the floor, and the big belly...
>”I knew it! I FUCKING KNEW IT!” Lincoln hurried and tried to move the chair towards outside.
>”Lincoln, wait! I can give birth in the house! I just need you to-”
>”ARE YOU INSANE! I’m taking you to the hospital!”
>”Lincoln I refuse! I have all the data and information needed there! If the experiment-”
>”EXPERIMENT! DON’T CALL THAT BABY AN EXPERIMENT!” He yelled as he placed Lisa in the backseat of the vehicle. Without delays, he started the car and floored it. 
“Why you didn’t tell me! For almost nine fucking months you’ve been ignoring me! What’s wrong with you!?”Lincoln was out of his mind, unable to understand Lisa’s decisions.
>Lisa was doing all in her hands to hold out the baby until they arrived to the hospital, but even so, had enough energy to answer.
>”I needed to know...” a pained grunt interrupted her words.
>”If you bring up the “experiment” thing again, I swear-”
>”I needed to know why almost all of our sisters chose you. Why their own brother...”
>”Lisa...Do you know why Lori decided to keep Loan?...” Lincoln’s tone soothed, relaxing the ongoing tension in the car…”To this day I still have no idea of why we did what we did...I was only a kid, we fucked up. We had no idea how to raise a kid! A kid whose parents are siblings!...It still sounds fucked up...”
>Lisa contractions stopped for some minutes, almost as if the oncoming baby itself wanted to hear the story.
>”She had doubts...but whatever decision she took, I’d be by her side, I’d support her...All could’ve been so different...but we’re here...Do you think we planned it? Do you think I planned all the ones who came after? Do you think I planned to have TWO with Luna?”
>Lisa realized one big difference between her pregnancy and her sister's ones: Lincoln was by their side, and he has always been there as those children grew up.
>Children born under the shadow of sin. They’d be monsters at the eyes of outsiders, but they were blessings for him. He only wanted the best for them, and he wanted the best for the one soon to be born.
>”You didn’t answer Lisa...Why you kept it a secret?”
>”Because...” she couldn’t say anything else as the contractions began once more. It took them five more minutes to reach the hospital. 5 minutes that felt like hours.

>Lincoln parked right in front of the door of the hospital, got out of the car and snatched a wheelchair from a nurse. With care, he helped the soon to be mother to sit on it and rushed with her inside the building.
>As they saw the situation, nurses and doctors began moving, indicating ones to others to prepare a room. The receptionist meanwhile, tried to do her job.
>”Name?” she nervously asked.
>”Lisa Loud!” roared Lincoln, on behalf of his sister.
>”A-and you are?”
>”He’s the father...”Lisa stammered between huffs. There wasn’t much time left. Two nurses moved away Lincoln and steered Lisa towards a long hall. Lincoln watched as they went in the distance.
>”Mister. You are the father, right? What’s your name?” asked the receptionist holding the paperwork.
>”That’s not important...” Lincoln followed where they took Lisa. He found the place easily, but he was denied access. All he could do, was wait.

>Minutes passing slowly, forming hours...How long? So many times in this situation, still not used to it.
>”Lisa Loud relative?” a doctor asked opening the door.
>Lincoln stood up at thunderous speed and went inside.
>Lying on the hospital bed was Lisa withholding her sleeping daughter. The doctor warned Lincoln to not make any noise and informed him that the baby was born without any complications and was a bit small, but healthy. He left the two parents alone with their child.
>Lincoln looked at the newborn. So small, with a lil’ tuff of light brown hair on her head, peacefully resting on her mother’s arms.
>However, Lisa had a serious expression, not the one you could expect of a first-time mother holding her hours-old baby.
>”Lisa...” 
>”This was a mistake...”
>”No. No no no, Lisa. She’s not a mistake, she’s-”
>”An experiment...one it shouldn’t have taken place...What if someday she wants to know why she exists? What do I tell her? That I only wanted to have her because of an experiment?”
>”When the moment comes...WE will tell her the truth.”
>”I tried it to be a secret. I used you to-”
>”Lisa, look at me.” whispered Lincoln, putting a hand on Lisa’s cheek. “She’s no mistake, she’s no experiment, she’s no monster...she’s our daughter...And I don’t care about the reason of why she’s here. She’s now part of our family, Lisa. And we’ll do everything in our hands for her to be happy.”
>The answer.
>The others didn’t have the babies to prove their love. No, they existed because of those feelings, because of that love, because of a family willing to break society rules to find happiness.
>”She’s...my little experiment” Lisa giggled, tears starting to form in her eyes. She finally understood about why the others did what they did. They knew that the only person who would always be by their side, despite everything, was their own brother.
>He proved it first with Lori, and went on to prove it 8 times more. 9 now. They didn’t “fell for it”, they deliberately looked for it.
>There were more options, but they didn’t want them. They only wanted to be happy, after all the hardships, after all the secrets they had to keep. 
>Lisa finally had the answer she was looking for, although it tasted bittersweet.
>”Lincoln...”

>The door of the room busted open, interrupting Lisa mid-sentence.
>”Finally I find you!” Lisa’s always cheerful friend Darcy appeared before them unexpectedly, but after all, it was a matter of time people noticed something was going on. “Oh my gosh! Ain’t that little thing the cutest, cutest, cutest baby in the world!?”
>”Darcy, low your voice, please.” Lincoln warned.
>“Ups. sorry. Lisa, how are you feeling?”
>”Sincerely, it’s a mess.”
>”And I guess the father hasn’t even tried to contact you.”
>”...Yeah, but Lincoln took care of everything.” Lincoln looked to the side, trying to avoid Darcy’s gaze.
>”Geez, I don’t even know who the guy is. Has she told you at least, Lincoln?”
>”N-no...”
>”How long have you been here?” Darcy had a barrage of questions, but Lisa knew how to deal with her.
>”Darcy, Linc’s been here for hours, can you go get him something to palliate his thirst and hunger?”
>”Sure! Give me a minute!” the energic girl left the two siblings alone again. Lincoln, looked at Lisa with a hint of preoccupation, to which Lisa simply answered:
>”She wouldn’t understand.” said Lisa.
>Who could do it after all? Even the sisters, even Lincoln doubted at times. They were happy, they didn’t need more.
>”So...” Lincoln started reaching for her new daughter, still sleeping despite Darcy’s loud voice”...you had some time to think for a name...Did the genius come up with something good?”
>”Subject-01”
>”Lisa...”
>”It was a jest. Luan would have laughed. But you know, I thought about...”